130      THE WELL OF SAINT CLARE
her on his oath and honour you must mix good wine with the colours, if the flesh tints are to be really brilliant. So the Abbess gave him for every Saint, male or female, depicted in his pictures a flask of the wine reserved for Bishops' drinking, which he poured down his throat, trusting to vermilion to bring out the warm tints. The same Lady Abbess it was he deceived, making her take a pitcher with a cloak thrown over it for a master painter, as has been already recounted.
Buffalmacco saw, besides, a long line of other folks he had befooled, cajoled, cozened and be-mocked. Closing the rear, marched with crozier, mitre and cope, the great Sant' Ercolano, whom in a merry mood he had represented in the Great Square of Perugia, girt about with a garland of gudgeons.
All as they passed paid their compliment to the ape which had avenged them ; and the monster, opening a great mouth wider than the jaws of hell, broke into a mocking laugh.
For the first time in his life Buffalmacco had a downright bad night's rest.